freely in this new atmosphere with its fresh, familiar
perfume, and stepped across to the further room,
pausing on the threshold.
From the darkness came a girlish voice.
"Is that you, Catherine?"
For a moment he expected Catherine to answer,
thinking she must be just behind him; then, alarmed
at finding himself alone on such an occasion, but
affecting assurance to cover his embarrassment, he
managed to bring out a half-jesting word or two,
which immediately evoked a light exclamation of
amusement.
"Oh! Good evening!"
"Good evening, Mademoiselle!"
The voice continued:
"Where's Catherine?''
He explained that her sister was awake and that she
was waiting with her until she fell asleep again. He
followed up this explanation with apologies for his
unprecedented visit, spinning these out with a good
deal of facetiousness, partly to show off, partly to
fill in the blanks in a conversation that was beginning
to prove difficult. It was only the subject-matter that
was wanting, for his unseen listener seemed perfectly
at ease. She seemed, however, more interested in the
man than in the conversation, for she suddenly
remarked that she simply must know what her visitor
looked like and announced her intention of turning
on the light. And in spite of Michel's protestations and
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